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Introductions 


Author's Notes: 
Ok Axl in "To Tell or not to Tell" is being most unco-operative so I've decided to let him stew for a bit. This 
has been sitting on my hard drive for a while so | decided to go ahead and post it. 


Hello there, people! 


I'm Cat. No, not Cat as in short for Catherine or Cathleen or Catriona or Catamaran Well, | don't suppose 
people are called Catamaran. | mean, they could be. The world is a weird place so if your name happens to be 
Catamaran, my apologies. And a quick suggestion to beat your parents over the head with a hard, blunt 


instrument. 


Anyway, back to the origins of Cat. I'm an actual cat. A puss, a moggy, a kitty, a creature of the feline 


persuasion. 


There. That's that all cleared up. 


And now you're wondering how a cat managed to type this. Or had access to a computer and the internet. 
You'll have to continue wondering. | can't clear that up. It's called artistic licence, ok? Stop being so fucking 


analyti call 


| live in a shithole. With five men If | was human, this would make me either a wanton tart or the worst re- 
telling of Snow White ever, since none of these men are dwarfs and never go about singing, ‘Hi-ho, hi-ho, it's 


off to work we go!’ On top of that, I'd be short two. 


These five men all have names. Strange ones, for the most part. But not one of them has taken the time to 
give me a name. l'm just Cat or, ‘Hey, kitty! or sometimes, ‘Fucking stupid puss!’ so the bitch in me has decided 


not to acknowledge any of them by name in retaliation 
Instead, | class them by either physical attributes or habits. 


First off, there's Sunny. He's a tiny, frantically happy, energetic mad man who spends most of his time beating 
on any available surface with something that looks like an oversized chopstick and basically just annoying the 
living shit out of the other four. Who regularly take the chopstick thingy and wallop him with it. It doesn't 


seem to bother him in the least. 


Then there's ‘Sir-Smokes-A-Lot. (If this needs clarification, maybe you should stop reading and get yourself 
psychoanalysed) He's got this wonderful head of long, dark curls that | absolutely love playing with! Just 
clawing and tugging and getting tangled up in them. It's one of my favourite pursuits, second only to stalking 
and murdering birds and mice. He's also constantly fingering a stringed thing he calls a ‘gee tar’. Once, | jumped 
on it and picked at the strings. It made a strangled sound, not unlike the ones I've heard from my many male 


suitors. It did not try to become one with me though, so | suppose it's ok. 


Next up is ‘Occasionally Angry, Often Screechy and Sometimes Surprisingly Affectionate Flame Haired One’. I've 
shortened it to ‘Screech’ because you never know when you're going to get hit by a bus and life's just too 


fucking short not to. Nine lives not withstanding. 


He's almost as tiny as Sunny but no where near as happy or laid back. The fucker did not want to keep me 
when | first arrived, saying they couldn't afford to feed me. Bastard! So | dug my claws in. Literally. Pissed him 
off by sleeping in his bed and bringing him gifts of mangled mice. It took a while but he gave in and now he 
occasionally lets me sleep on his pillow and paw him awake in the mornings. He has this tattered notebook that 
he carries around with him and scribbles in almost obsessively. He says he's writing lyrics for songs that are 
going to make him world famous. | have no idea what this means. 


And then there's ‘Heathcliff. He's dark and quiet. Brooding and handsome. Yes, I've read ‘Wuthering Heights’. 
Kinda fitting with the Cat thing, eh? Har har, if | do say so myself. (Again, quit with the fuckin’ over analysing!) 


Apparently, Heathcliff grew up with Screechy. Come to think of it, this probably explains why he's quiet. He 
likes to observe the others, a small smirk gracing his lips as they jostle and insult each other in seriously 
derogatory terms. He doesn't say much but when he does, they all listen He's the one | go to when | need 


peace. Just curl myself around his legs and he'll pick me up and place me in his lap, content just to sit there 
and stroke me. Some of you are actually squealing right now, aren't you? Well, tough shit! | deserve Heathcliffs 
ministrations after a hard day. 


Last, but by no means least, there's ‘Rothschild. After the giraffe, obviously. His legs are loooong! Both of 
them. Otherwise, he'd be totally lopsided. And he often is after he drinks that clear stuff out of a bottle. He's 
got an easy smile and hugs the others. A lot. None of them seem to mind. In fact, they hug him back. He's got 
something called a ‘job' and sometimes brings food back from it. This is why he's my favourite, opportunistic 
bitch that | am. When he fills my saucer, I'm literally the cat who got the cream. Oh, the innuendo! Nudge, 
nudge! Wink, wink! 


So there you have it. My five housemates. And four of them do something odd. 
But that's for another chapter because frankly, my paws are killing me. 


Cats are SO not designed to work with QWERTY keyboards. 


Dancing and Dying 


Author's Notes: 
l'm an idiot. For this, | apologise. 


Yes, its me again. Cat. 

How've you been? Getting past the ‘cat-typing-and-posting’ thing, are we? Good. Good. 

So, onto that odd thing | mentioned. 

It was a Thursday afternoon, not long after | had decided to take up permanent residence at the house. The 
day was warm and sunny. Sky was blue, grass was green, house wasn't on fire, no earthquakes, blah, blah, blah. 


You get the picture, right? 


| was balmed off next to the sink in the kitchen, stretching lazily, flicking my tail and occasionally licking my 


own ass because, let's face it, no-one else was going to. 

Screech was sat at the table, staring morosely at the wall, the pen in his hand unmoving. Looked like the lyric 

writing thing wasn't going well. Then the radio station he was tuned into started playing Bob Dylan's ‘Knockin on 
Heaven's Door’. His face lit up. He sang along, dragging out the words and adding in ‘heys' and ‘ooohs' before he 
got up and turned off the radio. He started singing the song again from scratch in his own unique way, swaying 


his hips and swinging his fiery hair. He looked enraptured. 


Personally, | wanted him to give it a rest. A cat only gets to relax and doze like fifteen times a day and | 


resent anyone interrupting. 

The kitchen door swung open and Sir-Smokes-a-Lot ambled in. Think I'll shorten it to Smokes, ok? 

"Hey!" yelled Screech, "we're gonna start covering ‘Knockin’ on Heaven's Door’ at our shows from now onl" 
"We are? Why?" Smokes asked. 


"Because | fuckin’ said so!" Screech snarled back, "and also because l'm on a dry streak where lyric writing is 


concerned." 


Smokes just nodded and checked out the fridge. | perked my head up in the hopes that he'd produce food. 


Fucker didn't. | laid back down and watched as he crossed the floor and stood in front of Screech. 


"We alone?" he whispered 


"Unless you believe in ghosts or extra terrestrials, | think we are," Screech replied with a coy smirk. 


Er, hello? I'm not a ghost or an extra-whatever but | count, right? | mean, | was right there! Alone, my well 


licked ass! 
Anyway, this alone thing seemed to please both of them no end. They grinned like half wits at each other for a 
few minutes and then Smokes leaned forward. He pressed his lips against Screech's and wound his arms around 


his waist. 


| tried to fathom what this was about. Was it some kind of mutual breathing thing? Screech leaned up and into 
Smokes, making odd sighing noises. 


Definitely breathing problems then. 
"Wanna go upstairs?” Smokes asked and Screech mumbled something that sounded like, "Fuck, yeah!" 


| didn't get it. Maybe because upstairs is higher, it would be easier to breathe unaided? Is oxygen purer at 


higher levels? | doubt it. Mountain climbers will back me up here. 
Intrigued, | followed them, slipping through the bedroom door behind them unnoticed. 


That's one of the many good things about being a cat. Half the time, you people don't even know we're there. 
Watching you silently and trying to figure out why you're all as mad as two boxes of frogs. 


They set about helping to take each other's clothes off. This seeking oxygen thing was getting out of hand if 
they couldn't manage to disrobe by themselves! | briefly wondered how I'd raise the alarm if they keeled over, 
then decided that | really didn't give a crap and continued watching. 


Much to my surprise, they both jumped on the bed and began this weird, bouncy, dance type thing. Smokes 
was on top, Screech under him to begin with. They must've changed positions at least ten times though, 
pushing and shoving at each other violently. Then, they both grew ominously quiet before they suddenly 
started calling for God! 

And not just plain ‘God’. No. It was ‘OHHH, GOD! And ‘SWEET LORD! And then they started seeking Christ. 

| thought they were atheists! Seriously, what the fuck? And the breathing! Oh, the breathing! 


They were dying. They had to be. That's why they were calling for a higher power! They wanted to make 


funeral arrangements! 


Screech suddenly stilled, (how's that for alliteration! And from a cat, no less!) grunted, wailed and died. Smokes 


did exactly the same thing mere seconds later, just with a louder wail. 


At this point, | should tell you that my previous owner had gone to bed one Saturday evening, saying she didn't 
feel well. | wasn't at all bothered, given that she was at least |06 years old and her relatives were already 
seriously considering just going ahead and burying her anyway, regardless of whether she died that year or 
not. 


But die she did. | just didn't realise it for a couple of days. It was the smell that gave it away in the end. A 
dead giveaway, you might say. Har, har, har! (C'mon! Work with me, I'm a cat, for Pete's sakel) 


So | wasn't going to stick around for the stink from Smokes and Screech. | would leave that particular privilege 


to Sunny, Heathcliff and Rothschild | raced for the door, clawing wildly at it and mewling like a newborn kitten. 
This action apparently brings people back from the dead. Imagine the amount of lives that could be saved! 
Forget your paramedics and defibrillators and hospital emergency rooms. Just grab a cat and make it claw and 
mewl over the prone bodies of the recently deceased. It works fucking wonders! 

Smokes and Screech both shot up and looked about frantically. 


"It's just the cat!" Smokes breathed, "it's just the fucking cat!" 


"Well, fuck youl" | thought. "You have the audacity to dance and die right in front of me, | resurrect you and 


you still don't have the common courtesy to give me a fuckin’ name!" 


| gave them both my best haughty glare and Screech climbed off the bed to let me out. Butt naked he was 
too. The gall of him! 


| strutted out the door, tail held high so my ass was cocked in his face. A feline, ‘Fuck you! if you will. 


So it seemed that two of my housemates liked to dance horizontally then. Before dying and being resurrected 


by their resident nameless cat. 
Screech and Smokes are mental. But at least they like to dance in bed. 
Heathcliff and Rothschild, though? 


That's another story! 


The Stripy Paint Episode 


Author's Notes: 
Work is crazy! Half day today so I'm hoping to catch up on reading and feedback this afternoon 


It was a raucous day. 


Rothschild had climbed out of bed at an ungodly hour for this ‘job’ thing he insists on going to. Woke me up in 
the process, too. So | let him know my displeasure by arching my back and hissing loudly at him. He'd just 
scratched behind my left ear and reduced me to a purring heap of four legged pussycat in an instant. The 
bastard. 


Later, much later, over a breakfast of weak coffee and stale donuts, Sunny had declared that he would like to 
be buried at sea. No one seemed to understand why the topic of conversation had taken this turn. After all, 


they'd been discussing hangover cures. 


So Screech had very kindly offered to take Sunny to the beach and drown him there and then. He said it would 
kill two birds with one stone. | didn't get it. If it was dead birds he wanted, there was no need for stones. l'm an 


effective assassin, well known in bird circles. 
Anyhooo! 


Sunny had taken great exception to Screech's offer and the two ended up slinging insults at each other before 
an epic battle of hair pulling and ear slapping began. Smokes and Heathcliff had to pull them apart and make 
them sit on opposite sides of the table, where they continued to glare daggers at each other and mumble 


some very impolite things about mothers and fuckers. 


Then Sunny got up and grabbed two of his chopstick thingies. He twirled around the kitchen, singing happily 
before he began tapping out a rhythm. On Screech's skull. Cue all out war! The table went flying, (granted, it's 
only a piece of plastic patio furniture so the slightest ruffle of a breeze would be enough to uproot it), forks 
were thrown, a broken stool was broken some more and the remaining donuts were smooshed beyond 
recognition against faces. This particular action appalled Smokes, who started screaming that food was not a 


weapon and how fucking dare they?! 


Heathcliff put a stop to it with a loud bellowing roar. They'd all turned in surprise at this. Like | said, he's 
usually the quiet one so bellowing is a bit of a departure for him, | guess. 


He'd quietly but firmly instructed Smokes to take Screech for a very long walk off an equally short pier and 
then he'd told Sunny to find a hardware store that sold stripy paint and not to come home without a bucket 
of it. 


Sensing that he wasn't to be trifled with, the trio had left without delay, Sunny excitedly listing out the names 


of hardware stores known to him. 


Heathcliff had sighed, cleaned up and then retired to the lumpy couch in the living room, me trailing in his 
footsteps. And since | had nothing else to do, | climbed right up onto his lap and nestled myself comfortably 
against his groin. Ah, the life of a cat, eh? 


For the love of cream, STOP SQUEALING! | don't like high pitched sounds, you horny gits. 


So there we stayed, him the stroker, me the strokee. | don't care if that's not proper English. I'm a fucking 
cat, not Shakespeare, all right? 


Not long after, Rothschild sauntered through the front door. All twelve feet of him. Heathcliff appeared to be 
quite delighted with his appearance, given that he cracked a smile and said, "Hey!" 


"Hey yourself!" Rothschild replied with a smile of his own before he dropped onto the couch and stretched 
both of his legs out. They almost reached the other side of the room. 


"How was your day?" he asked. 


"Apart from Fuckfaces United driving me crazy, it was ok," Heathcliff replied and then he laid his head against 
Rothschild's shoulder. "Missed you though," he murmured. 


‘Of course you did. I'm very missable!" Rothschild said smugly as he threw one long arm around Heathcliffs 
shoulders and buried his nose in his hair. Heathcliff gave him a playful punch and the two started tussling each 
other. 


| was dislodged from my perch in the process and went to sit on the windowsill to show my disdain. Not that 
they noticed as they continued their immature tussling. Which only came to an end when Heathcliff found 
himself kneeling on the floor between Rothschild's legs. 


"Look at you," Rothschild cooed, "on the floor between my legs! You are such a slut, baby!" and then he leaned 
forward and attached his lips to Heathcliffs. 


What the fuck is with this sucking face thing, people? It's getting out of hand! 


Anyway, Heathcliff wasn't at all perturbed by this turn of events. Indeed, he seemed quite taken with the 
entire thing and pulled open Rothschild's shirt, tracing his fingers down the exposed chest and stomach. 


He pulled away from their lip lock and a devilish smirk crossed his face as he took in what appeared to be a 
growing bulge in Rothschild's pants. 


"Need some help with that?" he asked coyly as he began palming it. 
Rothschild just threw his head back and said, "Mmarphbrster." 


| was mystified. Never heard anyone say that before. Never saw anyone grow something in their pants and 
have their friend palm it though either. So | just watched and wondered what the fuck was happening. 


Heathcliff continued with his palming for a minute or so before he proceeded to open Rothschild's pants and 


tug them down a little. 
"Commando?" he asked, his eyes wide, "who's a slut now, eh?" and Rothschild chuckled. 


"Less talk, more suck!" he commanded and Heathcliff leaned his head down, lips closing around something | 


couldn't quite see. So | got closer. And immediately wished | hadn't. 

OH. DEAR. GOD. 

These people are unwell. Seriously unwell. | mean, really! Who wraps their mouth around the thing these guys 
whip out in the bathroom to pee with? (I'm NOT a pervert, by the way. | just like to take a nap in the tub 
sometimes. It's not like | have a ‘watching people pee’ fetish or anything. Ok?) 


| stared, my jaw hanging wide open, unable to move, my brain Totally uncomprehending. 


And then Heathcliff started fumbling with his own pants, yanking it open and shoving a hand in, jerking at his 


own bulge. 

"STOP LOOKING!" | yelled at myself internally. "I CAN'T!" | wailed back. "| JUST CAN'T!" 

"Oh, FUCK!" Rothschild groaned. "Don't stop! I'm almost there! DON'TFUCKINSTOP!" he garbled as he twined both 
his hands in Heathcliff's hair and clenched his fingers, pulling roughly. He jerked upwards and gave an almighty 
roar before sinking back down and dropping his hands to his sides with a breathless moan. 

Seemingly satisfied, he reached down and took Heathcliff's face in his hands, reattaching their lips. 

"Do it!" he whispered, "come for mel" 


Excuse me? Do WHAT? 


Heathcliff whimpered, threw his head back, had a seizure, wailed like a chorus of banshees at the world's 
saddest funeral, then slumped forward onto Rothschild's chest, gasping like a fish out of water. 


| was traumatised. Shell shocked. And still there. Staring at them. 


Then they both got dressed, sucked face some more, turned on the tv and cuddled up together, jumping apart 
when Sunny came home close to tears because he couldn't find a single hardware store in LA. that sold stripy 


paint. 


And me? Well, | slunk out to the kitchen and talked myself out of a nervous breakdown before overdosing on a 


carton of cream and passing out. 


Humans are fucking weird. 


